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Haft, His grace lookes cbearefully and fmooth to dav 
Theresfome conceit or other likes him well, y 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit 
I thinke there is neuer a maninChriftendome, 

That can leffe bide hisloueor hate then he : * 

For by his face ftraight fhaiJ you know his heart. 

r Dar. W lut of his heart perceiue you in his face, • 

By any likelihood hefhewed to day ? 

Haft. Marry that with no man heere he is offended, 
For if he were , he would haue fhewde it in his face. 
Har. 1 pray God-he benot.I fay. 

£ nter Glocefier, 

Glo. I pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do conlpiremy death with diuelilh plots 
Of damned witchcraft , and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body with their hellilhcharmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your grace my Lord ' 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence. 

To doomethe offenders whatfoeuer they be 
I fay my Lord they haue deferued death, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneffe of this ill 
See how 1 ambewitcht, behold minearme J 
3 s like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edvards Wi fe, that monftroas witch. 
Contorted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore 

by their witchcraft thus haue marked mci 

the y banedone this thing my gracious Lord. 

T ,a*. Ifthou damned ftrumpet 

j clft thou me of iffs ? thou art a. traitor* 

Off with his head-: Now by Saint Paul, * 

I will not dme to day 1 f we re 

VntiH I fee the fame , fomefeeit done :■ 

„ f ", lhat Joueme, come and follow me. Exeunt mam 
aj . Wo,wo/or England y\ot a whit for me.Ca.with Haft., 
c° r ; t0 ? f°. n ^ might haue preuented this : 

T hu ftJcA dr j ame j he J ,oare ra C/ e his helme. 

But I difdaind it and did fcorne to fire, 

inHA tiai ^ W l da Z my footc doth Horfedid ftumble 
And ftarted when he l.pkt vpon the Tower, i ' 
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As loth to bearetne to the flaughter-boufe. 

Oh now 1 warrant the Prieft that fpaketo me, 

I now repent l told the Pursuant, 

A S tweretriumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pamfret bloodily were butcherd. 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour. 

Oh MareretyMargret , now thy heauy curie 
Is lightned on poore Haftings wretched head* , 

dDifpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner. 
Make a fliort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft.O momentary ftate of worldly men, . 

Which we more hunt for,then for the graceof heaue ' 

Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your fane lookcs 8 
Liucslike a drunken fayler on a maft. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Gome leade me to the blocks, beare him my neau 
They fmilc at me 3 that Ihortiy (ball be dead u 

Enter Duke of giocefter^nd Buckinghamyn armour. 
G/o.Comecoufen,canft thou quake and change thy colo z 
Murder thy breath in middle of a w ord , 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert defira&and mad with terror, 

Bhc.Tuc feare not me, 

I can counterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speake and looke backe and prie on euery fide ; 

Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at my ieruice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their offices . 

To grace my ftratagems. Enter Maior* 

Glo. Here comes the Maior 
Buc- Let me alone to entertaine him. L -Maior 
Glo. Looke to the draw-bridge there, 

Buc. The reafon we haue fent for you, 

Glo. Catesh ouer-looke the walles. 

Buc. Harke,I hcare a drumme. 

G/a.Looke backe defend thee,here are enemies 
Bue.Qod and our innocency defend vs« 

Glo > 0 , 0 ,be quiet it is Catesby . 
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